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While Amundsen was on his tour, in the name of the expedition
I signed a contract with the New York Times for the exclusive
story of the flight across the Pole, the price being $50,000. We dealt
with the Times alone because of its long identification with feats
of mechanical flight and exploration of all sorts.
Later Amundsen dropped into New York and put his name to
the contract, too. Scarcely bothering to read this document—or, if
I did read it, it made no impression on me—I folded my copy and
put it in my pocket. I carried it, still unread, across the Pole to
Alaska. Then I read it! Little had I realised what it obligated me
to do.
In the winter I went over to Europe to complete the legal de-
tails of the transfer to myself of the title to Barbarossa's castle in
Switzerland, Schloss Lenzburg, which my father had bequeathed
to me, and at the break of spring met Amundsen in Oslo upon his
return from America. There was no time, though, for another
jamboree at Boenefjord. A telegram was there requesting us both
to come to Rome at once to take part in the formal acceptance of
theNi.
Mussolini likes to do things with a flourish, and he was dedicat-
ing the polar airship with ceremony—a national event, in fact, with
a protocol and speeches. We arrived on the eve of the celebration.
As we stepped from our railway carriage in Rome a messenger
handed Amundsen a telegram. He tore it open, and we read start-
ling news. It was signed officially by the Aero Club of Norway;
and it stated that unless we—Amundsen and I—could at once raise
$25,000 to pay the insurance on the airship, there would be no
dedication ceremony next day. The Aero Club itself could not so
quickly produce such a sum, yet it refused to accept custody of the
airship unless it were insured.
This was a pretty state of affairs. Entirely unaware of the hitch
over the insurance, the Italian government was preparing for the
ceremony next day, yet it looked as if we might have to call it
off. However, I got busy with the cable to America and saved
the day.
Next morning the machinery of preparation for the flight grated
again. President Thommassen, of the Aero Club, came to Amund-
sen and me in our hotel with the request that we consent to add

